CHAPTER THIRTY
ONCE, on an Italian holiday, we set out from Sorrento to drive along the Mediterranean to Amain, where we were to lunch. On the way we stopped at a place called Positano, a dreadful town. A lot of windows were broken, and the town seemed badly in need of repair. I think most of the people had migrated to this country. However, when we drew up at the principal inn the proprietor came out. I had a guide with me, and he spoke to him in Italian.
The proprietor wanted to know if we would like to stop for lunch, but we declined. Mrs. Drew and my daughter ordered a lemonade. I ordered some beer. All this time this guide of mine was talking English to me and Italian to the proprietor.
A young woman who was traveling with us wanted a glass of milk. The proprietor was. an extremely good appearing young man. He wore fairly good clothes and did not look like a proprietor of an inn over there.
Our drinks were brought in, and he finally came in himself with this glass of milk, and he had a humorousTS                     Maurice Franklyn
